


T 

U . % 




7 'he Hiftorie of 

la!fi. Dofo, foritisworth tbcliftning to, thefcnincin Buc. 
krom, that I told thee of. 

Prm. So, two more already. 

Fa/fl. Their points being broken. 

Ton;*. Downe fell his hofe. 

Fal si. Began to giue nie ground:but I followed me c!ofe,came 
in foot and hand, and with a thought, feuenof theelenen I paid, 
pun. O monftrous/deuen buckrom men growne out of two? 
Falsi. But as the diuel! would haue it, three mif-begotten 
knaues, in kcndall greene, came at my backe, and let di iue at me, 
for it was Co d arke, Hal, that thou could'ft not fee thy hand, 

Prm. Thcfc lyes are like thefathcr that begets them , groffe as 
amountaine, open, palpable. Why thou day-brain’d guts, thou 
knotty-pated foolc , thou horefon obfeene greafie tallow-catch. 

Falsi. WhatJ art thou mad/art thou road? is not the trueth the 
fineth? 

Trin. Why , how collid’d; thou know thefc men in Kcndall 
grccnc, when it was fo darkc thou could’ft not fee thy hand?come 
tell vs your reafon, What fayeft thou to this/ 

Pomes. Come, your reafbn, Iackc, your reafon. 

Falsi. What , vpon compulfion / Zoundes, and I were at the 
ftrappado, or all the rackes in the world , I would not tell you on 
compulfion. Giue you a reafon on compulfion/ if rcafbns were 
as plenty as blacke- berries , 1 would giue no man a reafon vpon 
compulfion, I. 

Prince, lie be no longer guiltie of this finne. Thisfanguine 
, coward, this bed-prefier, thishorfe-backe-breaker, this hugehil 
of flefh. ' 

Fa!. Zbloud you ftarueling,ycu clfskin,you dried neats- tongue, 
buls-pizzel, you ftockcfifh : O for breath to vtter / what is like 
thce/|’you tailers yard, you fhcath, you bowcafc,you vile ftandmg 
1 tucke. 

Prin. Wei, breathe a while, and then to it againe,5c when thou 
haft tired thy felfe inbafe compari(bns,heare me fpeakc but this. 
Poynes. Markc, Iacke. 

Prm. We two, fa w you foure,fet on foure,and bound them, and 
, were mafters of their wealth: marke now how a plaine tale frail 
put you downs : then did wee two fet on you foure, and with a 
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wo'd outfac’t you from yourprize, Sc haue it, yea, 5c can fi.ewit 
you here in the houfc: and FalftaIffe,you carried your guts away 
L nimbly, with as quick? dexteritic, & roard for mercy, and Hill 
run and roare,as euer I heard bul-calfe. What a flaue art tliou to 
haclre thy fword as thou haft done ? and then fay it was in fight. 
What tricke ? what deuice ? what ftarting hole canft thou now 
find out, to hide thee from this open and apparent frame/ 

Pern. Come, lets heare, Iackc, what tricke haft thou now? . 

Fa!. By the Lord, I knew ye as well as he that made ye. W by 
heare vou, my matters, was it forme, to kill the heire apparent? 
frouldlturnevponthctrue Prince? why, thou ! oweft I am as 
valiant as Hercules: but,bewarcinftin£l:, the Lyon will not touch 
the true Prince , inftmft is a great matter . I was a coward on 
inftimft, I frail thinke the better of my felfe, and thee, du. 
ring my life; I, for a valiant Lyon, and thou, fora true Prince: 
but, by the Lord,lads, I am glad you haue the money . Hofteflc, 
clapfothedoores, watch tonight, pray to morrow , gallants, 
lads, boyes, heartes of gold, all the titles of good fcllowfrippc 
come to you . What, frail we be merrie, frail we haue a play ex- 
tempore/ 

Prm. Content, and the argument frail be. thy running away. 

Fa!. A ,no more of ( hat Hal, 5c thou lou eft m e. Pater bofieft. 

Ho. O Iefu.my Lord the Prince/ 

7 3 nn. How now, my Lady the hofteflc, what faift thou tome? 

Ho. Marry, my L, there is a noble-man of the court, at doore 
would fpeakc with you : he faies,he comes from your father. 

Prin. Giue him as much, as will make him a royall man , and 
fend him backe againc to mv mother, 

Pal. What manner of man is he? 

Ho. An old man. 

Fat. What doth grauitie out of his bed at midnight ? Shall X 
giue him his anfwerc/ 

Priti. Prethee do, Iackc. Fa! Faith, and He fend him packing. 

Exit. 


Now firs, birlady you fought faire, fo did you Peto, fb 
dul y ou Bardol, you are Lyons too , you ran away vpon inftimft. 


you will not touch the true Pi ince,no fie. 

'Bar. Faith, I ran when I faw others runne. 







